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slung, as casual and unconcerned as we could wish ; the
two opposite lolled against their door posts ; and the full
moon had risen punctually and brightly behind our
house, leaving the street in shadow, but lighting up the
faces of the sentries so that even their eyelashes were
visible. Little AvalofF approached them : only the top
of his cap reached the moonlight: the sentries helped
themselves to his cigarettes.

Waiting was anxious work : I lived through an age
while a minute passed. At times such as these, the con-
fidence of one's companion counts for such, and I shall
never forget Peter's bearing. , . .

AvalofF waved his cigarette three times.

On seeing the signal that meant so much, I was so
excited that I might not have moved but for Peter. He
went first out of the window and I followed an instant
later.

Once the first step was taken, once my feet and hands
rested on the foothold and handhold that led to freedom,
my lethargy vanished, leaving nothing but the thrill of
climbing. At one moment we were in full view of four
sentries, an officer who had come to take the air at our
doorway, and a stroller in the street. But no one looked
up : no one saw the two men who clambered slowly
along the wall just above their heads.

After gaining the roof of the next house, we lay flat
and breathless behind the parapet; then we unroped
ourselves.

The parapet was lower than we thought, and in order
to obtain the advantage of its cover it was necessary to
remain prone in the gutter of the roof. In this position,
from ten o'clock until half-past eleven, we wriggled on
very cautiously past a dead cat and other offensive